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' That is, my dear, so pretty------'    This puts me in
mind of what I have somewhere read in the admired memoirs of the famous Cervantes, where, while honest Sancho Panza is putting some necessary humble question concerning Rozinante, his supper, or his lodgings, the knight of the sorrowful countenance is ever improving the harmless lowly hints of his squire to the poetical conceit, rapture, and night, in contemplation of the dear Bulcinea of his affections.
On the other side, Dictamnus and Moria are ever squabbling, and you may observe them all the time they are in company in a state of impatience. As Uxander and Viramira wish you all gone, that they may be at freedom for dalliance, Bietamnus and Moria wait your absence, that,they may speak their harsh interpretations on each other's words and actions during the time you were with them.
It is certain that the greater part of the evils attending this condition of life arises from fashion. Prejudice in this case is turned the wrong way, and instead of expecting more happiness than we shall meet with in it, we are laughed into a prepossession, that we shall be disappointed if we hope for lasting satisfactions.
With all persons who have made good sense the rule of action, marriage is described as the state capable of the highest human felicity. Tully has epistles full of affectionate pleasure, when he writes to his wife or speaks of his children. But above all the hints of this kind I have met with in writers of ancient date, I am pleased with an epigram of Martial *, in honour of the beauty of his wife Cleopatra. Commentators say it was written in the day after his wedding-night. When his spouse was retired to the bathing-room in the heat of the day, he, it seems, came in upon her when she was just going into the water. To her beauty and carriage on this occasion we owe the following epigram, which I
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